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ations.    Could nothing better have been done
than that ?    What have we been busy about ?

Well, what are people busy about anywhere ?
Human purpose here has been as blind and
sporadic as it is at Westminster, unrelated to any
fixed star, lucky to fill the need of the day, building
without any distant design, flowing in bulk
through the lowest channels that offered. As
elsewhere, it is obstructed by the unrecognized
mistakes of its past. Our part of London, like
Kensington or* Islington, is but the formless
accretion of countless swarms of life which had no
common endeavour ; and so here we are. Time's
latest deposit, the vascular stratum of this area of
the earth's rind, a sensitive surface flourishing
during its day on the piled strata of the dead.
Yet this is the reef to which I am connected by
tissue and bone. Cut the kind of life you find in
Poplar, and I must bleed. I cannot detach my-
self, and write of it. Like any other atom, I
would show the local dirt, if examined. My hand
moves, not loyally so much as instinctively, to
impulses which come from beneath and so out of
a stranger's knowledge; out of my own, too,
largely.